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FLIGHT FROM   HINAIPI  TO  KIRKUK ANP   BACK

(APRIL,  1926)

It was fairly fine after heavy rain two nights before,
but the south wind always makes the weather uncertain.
We passed over Khan Beni Said and saw Baquba on our
right with the big curve and railway bridge over the
Diyala (see Map VII). It is in a great mass of palms.
Deltawa is in a similar mass on the left, which forms a
sort of dark green island between the two rivers. I
saw Summers* landing ground N85 and recognized it
by the tailskid marks. We then pushed northwards
over the disused railway, pointing off to the north-east
across the great space of desert before you come to the
Shatt el Adhaim, where it turns sharply northwards at
Banting's Bend. There is a loop which sticks right out.

Then we flew right on, keeping the narrow wriggling
river just below us on the port side till the Jebel Hamrin
came in sight, which looks like nothing so much as
breakers out in the offing beyond a calm sea. We passed
over the Jebel just to the right of where the Shatt el
Adhaim curls through it, curving right back in a great
"S" through a shallow but sharply cut gorge. These
low hills have rather beautiful colours, and the reds and
ochres contrast with the slate greys and pale mauves,
while the vegetation looks like green liquid spilt in the
undulations of the Jebel. The Jebel runs north-west
in a whale-back as far as the eye can see, as if the plain
had heaved gently up in the middle and cracked in layers.

Meanwhile on our right the dim mountains had come
into view like a troubled dream, mauve-grey like a
ghostly silhouette. They always give me an intense
emotion, when I see the great rugged line, the ghostly